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J""^UESDAY the in- "M /M"
terview with Uos- 1%/

Lser appeared in VII
tho Record, and -I-Y _ _-!.

Sort Hoyt's will be....,f i;,.,.i,.
lit? tut' nuujtn ui lively
ussion by the press,
sealed letter, of eourse, playing th

r part. As Tuesday and Wednesda;
at by without developments of an;
1, public interest seemed to increase
it reached its height on the afternooi
hursdav, November 7, when thi

.iny Xews appeared with the offer o

money reward for information tha
ild lead to the discovery of Miss Hoyt'

ereabouts, or, failing that, to the dis
cry and identification of the girl win
pawned the jewelry.

»lint was the beginning of the end
;<hin an hour 1 was arrested and led
dcuflfed, to the office of the Aries
th characteristic enterprise the tea
m waitress had betrayed me. And
e pleasure in announcing at once tha
,li,l imf irnf ilia wiu'iinl fur Imp infnp

(ion led to nothing except my persona
comfort. The finding of the locket 01

0 was taken as evidence of the truth c

r story, but that was as far as they got
1 declined either to deny or affirm he
dements. My chances of going to jai
ore about the same, whether 1 talked o

1 not. And what was a night in jail
e next day was the 8th, the day 1 wn
:ig for. And 1 had another reason fo
nee. I knew that in the hands of th
rage newspaper writer the incident c

meeting and the tea-party afterivar
old become nothing better than a com
>n pick-up, and I was not going to ris
it, not if they gave me the third degree

XASPERATKD by the deadlock occn
sioned by my refusal to speak, an

perately determined to force my ham:
*- *5 1!U...1 VI-

Hrrustu iiiiiiiiv iiittt .ur. sum

nod, and his arrival revealed the far
.t it was the waitress who had si arte
in on my trail.and that within twenty
ir hours of accepting my money.
However, the discovery did not worr

1 knew just how little he knew. Th
dling of me had not liegun until afti
v return from Kiverton with Hiee an

"'Take those off!* I ordered, beside ?

broke into a pale of laughter, and t

ssing . R<
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Farnham, and, thanks to Ropers and Mul1roonev, my shadow did not follow me to
l> the Hillside Inn. And William Rosser or

f any one else was welcome to any other
t information they could get about me.
s
- UOR more than an hour I was plied with
a questions, and in the end 1 might have

got the third degree. Then, quite unex.pectedly to everybody concerned, little
, .Mrs. niocum put tier reiuetani linger 111

. tho pie.
1 did not know how to size her up when

I they brought her in to look me over. She
t was middle-aged and shabby, with a
- sweet, tired faee. soft eyes, and a brave
1 mouth. She gave me one fluttering
a glanee and shook her head,
if "No. he's not the one: 1 never saw this
. young man before," she said, with a sigh
r that sounded relieved,
il "Sure?" snapped Baker, the deteetive
r who had conducted my inquisition.
? "Oh, yes: the other young man was
s quite different in appearance. I saw him
r only for a few minutes under the street
e lamp, but."
if "You said you saw him after he came

d into the house!" Baker interrupted,
i- "No, no.he didn't come in," she cor-
k reeled mistily. " \ on must, nave tntsun>.derstood me." He had not misunderstood,

as 1 knew; he was trying to trip her.
i- "This is what 1 said," she explained eurdneatly. "It wasa little past ten. and I had
I. just turned down the hull light and gone
i- into the parlor to elose the windows, which
t were all open.one of the young ladies
d had had a caller who smoked."

"Never mind that," cut in Baker again.
"Well, as I stepped into the room the

y automobile stopped.not a taxi, but a

e large, handsome limousine.and they got
r out. 1 just saw his face a moment as he
d turned toward the light in helping her

r m
nyself at the outrage. But the girl
hrust her shackled hands toward me.**
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out. They came up the steps, and I heard
the door unlocked; then, after a fewwordswhich I did not catch, she said:
'I'm so frightened and nervous. I don't
believe I can ever go through with it.'
Then he answered something, and she."

"You're sure you didn't hear what he
said?" bullied Baker.

"Oh, yes.a man's voice never carries
like a woman's, you know-. Then she
said: 'Twelve o'clock is bound to come.'
Then they both said good night, she came
in. and he went off in the car."
"And he was tall and dark, you say?"
"Yes; but he did not look at all like

this young man." Here she gave me anotherfleeting glance. "He was an older
man, too."

T HAD been listening intently to this dialogue,waiting for a clue to the identity
of the "she" to whom thev referred. Evi-
dently they knew no more of the man than
I did. But at the deseription.tall and
dark and older.the thought of Winter
flashed intomy mind. It fitted him.atleast.

'"Twelve o'clock's bound to come,'
eh?" Baker repeated the enigmatic words
with a puzzled frown.

"Oh, I do hope she has done nothing
wrong," Mrs. Sloeum exclaimed, distress
in every tone. "1 should never have had
the heart to come here, only 1.1 need the
money so.with the hard summer 1 had
and now the coal to get in."

"It was your duty to tell without a reward,"Baker reminded her sharply.
"You've very likely been harboring a

criminal. What kind of a house do you
keep, anyway, taking in women at nine
o'clock at night without baggage or references?In the habit of doing that?"
The little woman's pale faee reddened

and she winced at the slur; but she answeredwith perfect self-control:

V-

A "She was so young.
* y-1- 1 I couldn't send her into

| \/ I ' the street again at such
J *» an hour. She explained

J about her trunk; and as
for references, I've been
renting rooms for four

years, and the only references I've ever
found worth anything are those a woman
carries in her face.'
"And on her back, eh? Looking for

work in velvet and furs.a likely story!"
"rPHAT'LL do. Baker," came from the

doorway in the authoritative drawl of
Hilltnan, the News man in charge of the
case. He had left the room with Rosser
iust before Mrs. Sloeum's arrival, and now

returned alone.
"We are much obliged to Mrs. Sloeum

for telling us what she has," he continued.
"Smith has just 'phoned that the girl has
left the house and that Brady is trailing
her. 1 think we had better go up there
at once and look at those things."
He regarded me uncertainly.
"Better take him along, Mr. Hillman,"

Baker advised, with a scowl at me.

"Maybe he'll talk when he sees we've
really got her."

Hillman assented with a short nod, and
left the room with Mrs. Sloeum, leaving
Baker to escort me. When the four of
us reached the rooming-house in Thirty
eighth Street for which we were bound,
we [ouna snmn, me aeiecuve 10 wuoui

11 illmaii had referred, waiting for us outiside. Mrs. Slocum admitted us, and, arrangingthat Smith was to stand guard
below, the rest of us started upstairs.for
what purpose, of eourse, I had no idea.
But we had proceeded only a few steps
when the telephone bell rang, ami, thinkingit might be for him, Hillman ordered
us down again, while Mrs. Sloeum went
to a room at the end of the hall to answerit.

" * 1!lt- ... 1
nor voice was jusi niiuinie 10 us uy

listening closely, and I suppose it was becausewe were all straining: our ears in
that direction that we missed the sounds
of footsteps on the stairs. I, at any rate,
was not aware of them until the girl sud
denly came in sigjht. Even then, the hall
was so dimly lighted that I did not see her


